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H^^E  W  People,  that  are  in  the  leaft 
'W^w^    s<^*q^^^i^ted  with  Scotland^  cfpe- 


^^^^^^  cially  with  the  more  remote 
M^^^M  Parts  of  it,  are  ignorant,  how 
much  the  Notion  of  familiar  Spirits  prevails 
in  that  Country. 

There  are  few  Gentlemen's  Seats  of  any 
Antiquity.,  but  what  is  fuKnifh'd  with  one  of 
thofe  Spirits  ;    and  you  may  as  well  perfuade 

the 
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the  PolTeflbrs  of  tliefe  Houfes  out  of  their 
Creed,  as  prevail  on  them  to  believe,  that 
Browni  (for  that  is  the  general  Appellation 
of  this  Species  of  Beings)  has  no  Exiftence, 
but  in  Prepofleffion,  Ignorance,  or  a  heated 
Imagination  5  they  have  fo  many  Stories  to 
relate  of  thefe  Spirits,  fupported  with  fuch 
feeming  Probability ;  that  a  Man  muft  have 
a  ftrong  Byafs  upon  his  Mind,  not  to  be 
brought  to  favour  the  Suppofition  of  their 
real  Exigence  :  Strangers  generally  laugh  at 
the  Conceit  $  but  are  frequently  convinced  to 
their  Coft ;  that  thofe  Kind  of  Familiars  are 
riot  to  be  jefled  with  5  at  leaft,  by  any  but 
thofe  of  the  Family  to  whom  they  be^- 
long. 

They  appear  in  various  Shapes  ;  but  the 
mofl  common  vifible  Appearance  which  they 
alTume,  is  that  of  an  old  Man :  Whether 
they  are  pure  Spirits,  or  a  Species  of  Beings, 
partaking  only  of  fome  of  the  Qualities  of 
Spirits,  is  not  agreed  upon  by  thofe  who  fa- 
vour the  Dodrine  of  their  real  Exiftence; 
but  all  agree,  that  they  are  a  very  innocent 
Kind  pf  Creatures ;  are  kind,  and  beneficent, 

and 
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and  free  from  all  Manner  of  Malice  to  Man- 
kind y  are  Enemies  to  Vice  and  In^morality^ 
and  their  chief  Bafinefs  on  Earth  would 
feem  to  be,  to  watch  over  the  Welfare  of 
the  Proprietors  of  thofe  Seats  where  they  in- 
habit: They  are  generally  heard  to  make 
great  Lamentations  before  the  Death  of  any 
of  the  Family ;  or  when  any  other  fatal 
Accident  feems  to  threaten  the  Chief  of  the 
Houfe. 

It  is  not  to  my  prefent  Purpofe,  to  enter 
into  an  Enquiry,  whether  there  really  are 
fuch  Beings  on  Earth,  or  not  ;  I  believe 
there  is  no  great  Herefy  in  giving  our  Aflent 
either  Way ;  we  know  the  ScoUb  are  not 
lingular  in  their  Opinion  5  almoft  all  the 
Nations  in  Europe  have  had,  till  of  very 
late  Times,  the  fame  Prepoffeflions  in  Fa- 
vour of  thefe  Kind  of  Beings  :  However, 
the  general  Charadler  I  have  given  of  them 
will  ferve  for  Introduction  to  what  fol- 
lows. 

Near  the  Ifland   of  Mu/I,    one   of  the 
Weftern  Ifles,    lies  the  imall  liland  of  J, 

Cofum- 
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Cttllum.    Kill,    formerly    the    Seat    of   the 
anticnt  Druids  :  In  this  Ifland  thcfe  famed 
Pagan   Oracles  refided    for  many    Centuries 
before  the  Promulgation  of  the  Gofpel.    St. 
Columbus^  who  firft  planted  Chriftianity  irt 
that  Country^    fettled  a    Seminary    in  that 
Ifland ;    which,   from  that  Time,  took  the 
Saint's  Name ;  and  this  Seminary  flourifh'd 
till    very    lately    before   the    Reformation, 
when  the  Monks  were  diipers'd  :    As  this 
little  Ifland  feemed    to   be   the  Mother  pi 
Chrift:ianity,  it  was  held  in  great  Veneration 
by  all  the   neighbouring  Nations,    ai.d  be- 
came the  Burying- Place  of  the  Scotch^  Da- 
flippy  and  Iri/b  Kings  ^  where  are  to  be  ktn 
to   this  Day  the  Remains  of  fome  of  their 
Monuments  :  There   is    yet    fome   of  the 
Ruins  of  the  Monaftery  flanding ;    but  no 
Part  of  them  fit  to  be  inhabited. 

There  are  fome  Houfes  upon  the  Ifland, 
which  are  poflTeflTed  by  Farmers,  who  oc- 
cupy the  Land:  Thefe  People  give  out 
that  the  Ifland,  efpecially  the  antient  Ru^ 
ins,  is  haunted  by  a  Browni^  who  appears 
in  the  Shape  of    an  old   Man   of  a  noble, 

vene- 
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venerable  Afpeft :  This  Spirit  Is  frequently 

feen  in  open  Day-Light  amongft  the  Royal 
Tombs ;  and  is  conftantly  heard  to  make 
dreadful  moaning  before  any  general  Cala- 
mity. He  is  not  often  ken  affeded  with 
the  Fate  of  private  Perfons  3  fo  that  this 
venerable  Spirit  would  feem  to  be  the  Fa- 
miliar  of  Scotland  in  general,  its  antient 
Genius,  and  Guardian- Angel ;  fince  he  only 
laments  thofe  Accidents,  that  affcd  that 
Country  as  a  Kingdom. 

Before  the  Rebellion  broke  out,  the  In- 
habitants heard  the  Brofivni  make  dreadful 
Lamentations;  and  when  he  was  at  any 
Time  vifible,  it  was  always  in  a  melancholy 
Pofture,  like  a  Man  quite  overwhelmed  with 
Sgrrow,  and  opprefs'd  with  Grief. 

But  of  late  his  Complaints  have  been  im- 
moderate; and  whereas  before,  they  could 
hear  nothing  but  Groans,  or  fome  fhort 
forrowful  Exclamation,  his  Wailings  have, 
of  late,  been  articulate ;  and  for  Hours  to- 
gether they  have  liflened  to  him,  painiing 
the  Miieries,  and  bemoaning  the  Misfortunes 
B  of 
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of  that  Country,  in  a  Style  the  moft  mov- 
ing and  pathetick  that  could  be  imagin'd  : 
And  in  thefc  Plaints  the  Countrymen  found, 
that  they  had  Intelligence  of  Events  almoft 
as  foon  as  they  happened,  though  diftant 
from  them  fome  Days  Journey. 

This  particular  Behaviour  of  the  Broivni 
of  y.  Colum.  Kill,  became  the  general  Sub- 
jed:  of  Converfation  in  the  Ifland  of  Mully 
and  the  adjacent  Continent  of  the  Shire  of 
Argyle\  which  induced  a  Gentleman  of 
that  Country,  till  then  an  Infidel  in  the 
Dodrine  of  familiar  Spirits,  to  go  over  to 
the  Ifland,  to  try  if  he  could  be  perfuaded 
of  what  he  thought  impoffible :  He  went 
over  the  Beginning  of  "June^  and  the  firfl 
Night  he  lay  there  he  was  converted  to 
the  Faith ;  heard  the  venerable  Spirit  de- 
fcribe  the  miferable  State  of  his  Country,  in 
a  Language  which  had  fuch  an  Impreflion 
upon  him,  that  he  remember'd  almoft  e- 
vcry  Word  of  it,  and  forthwith  commit- 
ted  it  to  Writing;  which  he  tranfmitted 
to  me  the  next  Poft,  as  a  real  Curiofity. 
The  Reader  is  to  obierve,    that  the  Spirit 

fpoke 


fpoke  in  the  Highland  Language  \  which  is 
naturally  lofty  and  pathetick,  and  much 
fitter  for  Defcription  than  any  modern 
Language  extant ;  fo  that  I  am  apt  to  be- 
lieve the  EfigliJJj  Tranflation  muft  come  in- 
finitely fhort  of  the  Original 


*'  Oh!  Scotland  I  Oh!  my  Country! 
how  fhall  I  defcribe  thy  Sorrows,  and 
delineate  the  Misfortunes  that  attend  thy 
Sons :  Let  me  turn  my  Eyes  to  the  Eaft, 
and  to  the  Weft,  to  the  South,  and  to 
the  North,  there  is  no  Glimpfc  of  Joy : 
not  the  leafl:  Shadow  of  Peace  \  Death, 
Deftrudion,  and  difmal  Defolation,  oc« 
cupy  every  Corner :  Vengeance  from  on 
high  has  overtaken  her,  Sorrow  from  a- 
far  has  overwhelm'd  her,  and  all  the 
Horrors  of  deftruflive  War  prey  upon 
her  Bowels:  Oh!  Scotland  I  how  fhall  I 
find  Words  to  exprefs  thy  Woes  !  To- 
day promised  us  Peace,  and  To-morrow 
you  was  flatter 'd  with  Hopes  of  Com- 
fort J  yet  there  is  none  near  :  To-day, 
and  To-morrow,  and  every  other  Mor- 
row comes,  and  pafleth  as  the  laft,  loaded 
B  2  *'  with 
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with  Sorrows,  and  pregnant  with  dire  Mif- 
chief.  How  bitter  is  thy  Cup  ?  How  brim- 
ful of  Calamity  ?  How  fevere  the  Lot 
of  unhappy  Caledonia  ?  Oh,  miferable, 
thrice   mifcrable,  unhappy  Country  ! 


'^  Thy  Pains  are  Hke  the  Pangs  of  a 
*^  Woman  in  Labour :  thou  feeleft  all  the 
*'  Agonies  of  a  Mother  in  Child-bed ;  but 
*^  thy  Hopes  are  not  like  her,  fhe  is  in  A-^ 
*'  gony,  but  is  comforted  by  the  Birth  of 
**  a  Son,  and  her  Heart  made  Tight  with 
^^  an  Heir  to  her  Inheritance  :  But  Scotland^ 
'^  unhappy  Scotland  knows  no  fnch  Com- 
*'  fort ;  her  Sorrow  admits  of  no  Alleviati- 
'^  on  :  which  ever  Way  her  Dehverance 
'■  comes,  Death  is  in  the  End,  and  Bit- 
''  ternefs  of  Anguifli  fums  up  the  whole 
*^  Account :  Oh,  Scotia  !  Oh,  Scotia  !  how 
'*  hard  is   the  Lot  of  thy  Deftiiiy  ? 

'^  Sorrows  came  upon  us  from  the  North- 
*'  weft:  Defblation  fpreads  amongfl:  us  like 
*Va  Whirlwind,  and  the  Horrors  of  dread- 
^^  ful  War  was  feen  in  tlie  midft  of  her 
''  Plains  :  We  look'd  for  Succour  from  our 

*^  Friends, 
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<*  Friends,     but    were   deceived  -,    the  Day 

c^  of  our  Deliverance  was  afar  off,  it  came ; 

*'  but  Peace  was   not   there  :    we  fought  it 

<^  from    the   Foe,    but    were    deny'd ;    we 

^'  hoped  it  from  o  ir  Friends,    but  found  it 

y  not  :    When,    Oh !  when  lliall  the  Sor- 

**  rows  of  my  Country  have  an  End  ? 

''  From  what  Period  fhall  I  date  your 
*^  Misfortunes?  From  what  Sourfe  fliall  I 
*^  trace  the  Flood  of  thy  Calamities  ?  Year 
*^  after  Year  they  have  increas'd  ;  and  for 
*^  Ages  back  we  muft  trace  the  difmal 
**  Scene,  that  now,  Hke  a  dreadful  Tor- 
*^  rent,  overfpreads  the  fruitful  Vales,  and 
*'  has  incroduced  barren  Famine  upon  the 
**  Plains  of  loft^    of  forlorn  Caledonia. 

*^  Whilfl:  her  Sons,  as  of  old,  were 
^^  Friends  to  Virtue,  contented  themfelves 
*'  with  modeft  Plenty,  and  confined  their 
*^  Ambition  to  Deeds  of  Arms,  in  Defence 
^^  of  Liberty  and  independeftt  Sovereignty-. 
'^  Whilft  her  Princes  were  juft,  fatisfy'd 
*^  with  legal  Sway,  ^nd  bounded  their  Itch 
*^  01  r^oiver  by  the  Tweedy   Peace  v/as   in 

''  her 
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^*  herCities,  Plenty  crown'd  the  Harveft,  and 

'^  fplendid  Glory  rewarded  the  Soldiers  Toils : 
*^  But,  Oh  !  my  Sons,  ye  were  weary'd 
*'  of  well-doing  ;  your  Pride,  Folly,  and 
*^  Ambition,  have  brought  this  Day  of  De- 
**  folation  upon  you,    and  undone  Caledo- 


^'  72ia. 


\  ^'  Your  Princes  defpis'd   their  antient  Pa- 
^'  trimony,   they  forfook  the  Paths  of  their 
^'  fam'd  PredeceiTors ,     an    Itch  of  Power 
**  poflefs'd     them,    and    the  Greedinefs   of 
*'  Riches  fwallow'd  up  all  their  Faculties : 
*^  the  Tweed  no  longer    muft  bound  their 
"  Ambition,   and  the  Roval  Seats  of  their 
^^  Forefathers    were   too    little    to   contain 
*^  their  boundlefs  Pride.  Hence  fprung  your 
^'  Misfortunes,     and    then  were   fown  the 
**  Seeds    of  thefe    dire   Calamities,    which 
*'  loads  with  Oppreflion  undone,  ruin'd  Ca- 
*'  ledouia. 

^^  James,  the  Son  of  Mary^   left  his  na- 

"  tive  Scotland,    and  afcended  the  Throne 

*'  of  England 'y    his  Heart  was  puff'd   up, 

"  and  Vanity  poffefs'd    his   Soul:     As  his 

'*  Riches  increased,   he  defpis'd   the  Checks 

a  of 


"  of  Law,  and  his  Mind  WaS  bent  upon 
*^  arbitrary  Sway :  He  conceited  himfelf 
^*  wile,  yet  his  Soul  abounded  with  Fol- 
*'  ly  :  Wifdom  forfook  him,  and  was  not 
^^  to  be  found  in  his  Councils  :  He  hated 
*«  his  native  Country,  and  laid  the  Foun- 
*^  dation  of  the  Ruin  of  his  Houfe,  and 
*'  the  Miferies  that  at  this  Day  attend  the 
*^  unhappy  Sons  of  thrice  unhappy  Caledo-^ 
^*  nia. 

*^  Charles  J   his  Son,  was  wifer,   and  jufter 
"  than  he  ;   yet   he  had  learn'd  from  him 
'^  to  defpife  his  native  Country,   which  he 
^^  endeavoured  to  fubjed:  to  his  lawlefs  Sway. 
'^  A  Love  of  Liberty   rouz'd    the   antlent 
^*  ScGtifJj  Spirit,    in  Defence    of  their  holy 
^^  Rites.     Confufion    and  Anarchy  reign VI 
*^  for  a  while,    and  the    whole  Ifland  fuf- 
"  far'd  under  the   Miferies   of  horrid  War 
*'  and  inteftine  Broils,  till  Providence  inter- 
<^  pos'd,    and  miraculouily  brought  about  a 
^*  Reftoration :    Scotland  might    then  have 
*^  been  happy,    and    fecur'd    her   Liberties 
"  beyond  the  Power  of  Ambition  ;   but  (he 
**  (lipp'd    the  Opportunity,    and  out    of  a 

'^  Mad-. 
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*^  Madnefs  of  Joy,  gave  the  Prince  more 
<^  Prerogative  than  he  could  wifely  ufe,  and 
<^  continued  her  Miferies,  which  her  Sons 
<^  at  this  Day  feel :  O !  unhappy  Scotland^ 
''  when  wilt  thoa  be  wife  to  difcern  thy 
l^  own  Intereft  ? 

*^  yames^  the  Son  of  Charles,  afcended 
^*  the  Throne  of  his  Anceftors,  but  with 
*'  Principles  deftrudlive  of  Government, 
*^  and  pernicious  to  the  Peace  of  Society  • 
*^  He  wanted  to  govern  by  the  arbitrary 
^^  Dictates  of  his  own  Will,  and  refus'd 
*^  to  be  direcfled  by  the  Laws  of  the  Land  : 
^^  He  hated  the  Religion  of  his  Forefathers, 
^^  but  was  bigotted  to  the  Superftitions  of 
«^  the  Church  of  Rome  :  At  laft,  his  U 
'*  niquity  was  compleat^  Ruin  purfued  him, 
'*  and  he  iini(h\i  the  Deflrudion  of  his 
*'  Houfc,  and  left,  as  a  Legacy,  the  pre- 
^*  fent  Calamities,  which  now  overwhelms 
*^  unhappy  Caledonia. 

^^  Scotland,  when  wilt  thou  be  wife  ? 
''  when  lliall  thy  Folly  have  an  End  ?  Pro- 
*'  vidence  faw  thy  dire  Misfortunes   which 

*'  thou 
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**  thou  groaned  under,  when  fabjc6l  to  the 

^'  Yoke   of   the    Houfe     of    Stuart^    and 

'^  brought  about  the   Revolution,     to   eafe 

*'  thee  of  the  horrid  Weight,  but  they  were 

*^  not  contented:    they  had    not  Powe'r  to 

*^  avail  themfeives  of  the  happy  Event,  but 

*^  fpurn'd  at  the  Bleffing,    and  curs'd  the 

*^  Hand  that  brought  them  Succour  ;  which 

^^  at  this  Day  increafes  the  Weight  of  thofe 

^^  Woes,  which  now  fill   the  Land  of  un-^ 

**  happy,  thrice  unhappy  Caledonia. 

*^  Hard  is  the  Fate  of  my  Country  ? 
**  Nothing  can  make  them  happy :  They 
*^  enjoy 'd  Peace,  and  Plenty,  and  Riches, 
"  which  their  Forefathers  knew  not  fo 
^^  much  as  in  imagination,  yet  they  could 
"  not  be  contented  ;  they  ftill  lufted  after 
^^  more,  till  for  the  Love  of  worthleis 
^*  Gain,  and  contaminated  Titles,  they  made 
*^  Shipwreck  of  their  Honefly,  and  bar- 
^'  ter'd  the  Liberty,  the  Peace,  and  Ho- 
**'  nour  of  their  native  Country,  for  lefs 
*•  than  nothing,  and  brought  this  Day  of 
**  Tribulation  Upon  forlorn  Caledonia. 

C  \'  My 
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^^  My  Sons  are  fvvallow'd  up  in  Luxury 
^^  and  their  Souls  in  Love  with  Corrupti- 
*'  on,  and  bare-faced  Venality :  They  have 
**  fold  their  Country  for  Gold,  and  their 
^*  Birth-Right  for  a  Mefs  of  Pottage ;  they 
«^  are  in  Love  with  Slavery,  and  have  not 
'^  the  Courage  to  be  honeft.  Oh  !  my 
^*  Sons,  awake  from  this  deep  Lethargy; 
•*  fhake  off  thefe  Vices,  that  fully  the 
*^  Fame  of  your  Anceftors ;  be  juft  to  your- 
"  felves,  dare  to  be  free  ;  and  perhaps, 
**  you  may  put  an  End  to  the  Calamities 
**  of  Caledonia. 

''  Oh,  unhappy  Country !  curfc  not  the 
l^  Caufe  of  your  Woes  j  they  are  your  own 
*'  Sons  that  have  undone  you :  Your  Fol- 
**  lies  have  brought  this  Day  of  Defolation 
*'  upon  you ;  the  Crimes  of  you  and  your 
**  Forefathers  are  but  juflly  vifited  upon 
*^  this  unhappy  Generation :  Repent,  and 
^^  be  wife,  before  it  is  too  late;  Roufe  up 
^^  your  antient  Virtue,  and  fave  the  un- 
^'  happy  Remains  of  unhappy  Caledonia. 

Oh, 
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"  Oh,  Caledonia !  how  art  thou  fallen  ? 
'*  How  art  thou  laid  dcfolate  ?  Where  are 
**  all  thy  Men  at  Arms  ?  Where  are  your 
*^  mighty  Chiefs,  that  boafted  in  the  Valour 
"  of  their  Houfe  ?  Alas !  they  are  no  more^ 
'*  they  are  flain,  they  are  dead,  but  not  in 
«^  the  Bed  of  Honour  j  they  difplay'd  their 
«^  untimely  Courage  in  the  Caufe  of  Re-- 
"  bellion,  and  the  Sons  of  Liberty  fought 
*^  for  arbitrary  Power.  Ceafe  to  lament 
"  their  Death,  they  have  diflionour'd  their 
^*  Anceftors;  but  weep,  oh,  wail  for  the 
^^  Living,  for  they  muft  fee  a  Scene  worfe 
"  than  Death,  and  ten  Thoufand  Tortures, 
^'  the  Ruins  of  ruin'd  Caledonia. 

^^  Where  are  thy  Towns,  and  numberlefs 
**  Villages  ?  Where  arc  the  antient  Seats 
*^  of  thy  antient  Gentry  ?  They  are  burnt^ 
*^  deftroy'd,  and  defolate ;  and  there  is  not 
"  the  leaft  Veftage  of  them  remains.  Oh, 
^^  Caledonia^  thefe  are  thp  Fruits  of  inteftiuc 
*^  Broils;  thefe  the  dire  Eifedls  of  Sedition 
•^  and  Rebellion,  who,  alas !  who  will  bring 
*^  any  Comfort  to  undone  Caledonia  f  '* 

C  2  Travel 


'^  Travel  frnm  Perth  to  Fort-^Willi^m^ 
**  and  you  meet  with  nothing  but  Defola- 
'^  tion.  Ruin,  and  Deftruilion  on  all  Hands: 
^^  You  fee  the  Seats  of  our  great  Men  on 
^^  Fire,  or  the  Ruins  of  thofe  once  hofpi- 
^^  table  Roofs  ;  CaJile-^Drummond  is  a  Heap 
^^  of  Rubbifh,  the  Eftate  of  St  rat  hall  an  is 
^'  a  Defart ;  Fraferdale  and  Caftle'Douny 
*^  are  Monuments  of  the  Folly  of  their 
^^  Owners  ,•  Achnncary^  and  the  Seats  of 
^^  the  Camerons  are  laid  in  Aflies^  and  the 
''  M'  Do72alds  have  not  a  Houfe  to  cover 
^^  them  :  Oh,  Providence,  have  Mercy  up- 
'^  on  undone  Caledonia, 

^^  The  Women  and  Children  cry  aloud 
^'  for  Bread;  but  alas!  there  is  none  to 
'*  give  them  -  the  Lame  and  Aged  cry 
'^  for  Help,  but  there  is  no  Succour  near : 
^'  the  Mother  fees  her  Infant  expiring  for 
^^  Want,  and  fuffers  Pangs,  which  exceed 
''  thofe  of  Child-Birth:  the  Child  fees  its 
''  aged  Parent  ftretch'd  out  with  Hunger 
''  in  his  Vifige,  and  Want  preying  upon 
. ''  his   Life  :    he  fees  the  Fountain    of  his 

''  Blood 
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*'  BIo«)d  dry'd  up,  and  it  is  not  in  his 
"  Power  to  fuccour  him;  they  join  toge- 
''  ther  in  fmitlefs  wailing  of  their  Mife- 
rics,  and  die  with  no  other  Words  but 
''  O  Lord,  have  Mercy  upon  the  Remains 
''  of  undone  Caledonia. 

''  Look  upon  her  Mountains,  that  were 
''formerly  covered  with  Flocks  of  Cattle^ 
"  there   is  none  to   be  feen  :    the  Ox  is  no 

more  heard  to  low  in  the  Mountains, 
"  nor  the  Lamb  to  bleat  in  the  Valley  i 
>'  there  is  not  a  Cock  to  crow,  or  pro- 
''  claim  the  Approach  of  Day :  Barren- 
*'  nefs  fits  brooding  on  the  Fields,  and 
''  Fiuiiine  rides  triumphant  on  the  Ruins 
''  of  their  once-iiird  Barns  ;  the  very  Birds 
"'  of  the  Air  ftarve  for  Want :  Nothing 
'*  lives  but  the  Raven,  who  is  gorged  with 
''  the  Carcafes  of  thofe  who  dy'd  for  Want; 
**  Yet,  if  that  Animal  could  articulate  its 
'*  Voice,  the  firft  V/ord  it  certainly  would 
"  utter  would  be.  Lord,  have  Mercy  upon 
V*  Caledonia. 

"  Oh, 
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..  "  Oh,  Defolatlon !  where  wilt  thou  have 
''  an  End  ?  Dreadful  Sword  of  War,  when 
**  will  thy  Edge  be  blunted?  When  wilt 
*'  thou  be  glutted  with  the  Blood  of  Cale- 
''  doitia  ?  Oh,  horrid  EiFe£ts  of  civil  Broils ! 
''  The  Father  turns  his  Sword  upon  his  ChiU 
''  dren ;  and  the  Son  brings  Death  to  him 
*'  that  gave  him  Breath :  Brother  is  turned 
'*  againft  Brother,  and  each  Man  is  an  Ene- 
*'  my  to  the  Son  of  his  Mother. 

''  O  Peace,  when  wilt  thou  return,  and 
*'  heal  up  our  Wounds  ?  When  fhall  we  fee 
'*  the  Comfort  of  former  Days  ?  And  each 
"  Man  live  in  Safety  under  his  own  Fig- 
"  Tree  ?  Shall  we  again  hear  the  joyful 
[*  Sound  of  a  friendly  Salutation  ?  Shall  the 
'*  Shepherd  follow  his  Flocks  without 
''  Danger,  and  the  Hufbandman  reap  the 
*'  Fruit  of  his  Labours  ?  Blefled  be  the  Hand 
''  that  bring  s  us  Peace :  Be  he  blefled  that 
"  foundeth  the  Retreat  :  Blefled  be  the 
''  Mother  that  bore  him,  and  the  Breafts 
''  that  gave  him  Suck :  Blefs  him,  all  ye 
''  Peoples  let  all  the  Angels  blefs  the  Man 
''  that  gives  Peace  to  undone  Cakdoiita. 

"  Weep, 
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"  Weep,  Oh,  yc  Hills  ^  be  humbled, 
Oh,  ye  Mountains ;  let  the  Vallies  mourn, 
and  let  not  the  Sound  of  Mulick  cherifh 
the  Ear  5  there  is  no  Peace  in  Scotla?id^ 
nor  Comfort  in  Caledonia :  Her  Sons  have 
gone  aftray,  they  have  forfaken  the  Paths 
of  their  Anceftors,  and  Deftrudion  is 
come  upon  them :  They  are  punifli'd 
with  Rods  of  Iron,  and  fmitten  w^ith  the 
Sword  of  War  ;  they  cry  for  Peace  ;  the 
Children  lament,  and  Weeping  and  La- 
mentation are  heard  in  her  Streets;  ihe 
looketh  for  Comfort,  but  there  is  no  Hand 
to  help,  no  Eye  to  pity  her  Woes; 
her  own  Sons  are  her  Executioners,  and 
they  judge  with  a  fcvere  Juftice;  they 
are  punifhed  unto  the  third  and  fourth 
Generation  of  the  Tribes  of  undone,  un- 
happy,   miferable   Caledonia.'' 


"  The  prefent  Age  is  wretched,  but  they 
''  have  deferv'd  it :  But  the  next,  and  the 
''  next,  and  many  fucceeding  Ages  muft 
'*  feel  the  dire  Effeds :  Ec  united  then, 
/  O  my  Sons,   rouze  up  your  ileeping  Vir- 

''  tuc 
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tue ;  be  reconcird  to  your  Duty,  if  not 
for  your  own  Sake,  yet  for  your  Pofte- 
rity*s  Sake,  fave  the  Remains  of  your 
Country  :  Save  Scotland^  fave  it,  O  Lord, 
fave  it  from  itfelf  j  have  Mercy  upon  un- 
done Caledonia.'* 


^il    N    I    if. 


